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William H. Blacar, of No. 15 Maple Street, Bangor, Maine.

This is a picture of an American citizen.
You can see at a glance what is the matter with Mr.

Blacar the same thing is the matter with millions of other
Americans.

If the Government had taken over the railroads twenty
years ago, as it should have done, this gentleman of Bangor,
Me., would not now he shivering, with his feet in the oven.
The money earned by the railroads would show in proper
equipment instead of being taken out to build racing stables
for private individuals in France or large comfortable yachts
for other private individuals at home.

Moral Let this citizen get thoroughly warm at least
once a day, in church or theater. Note the typewriter on the
stove.

This Is Thrift Week For the
Nation

And Every Individual Should Be a "War Stamp Collector.

The War Savings Stamp idea is bigger than any amount
of money.

This country can raise a hundred billions if necessary,
and then another HUNDRED THOUSAND MILLIONS of
dollars. N

One single State in the Union could pay that bill.

The War Savings Stamps that you will buy this week
TODAY for yourself and for your children is not mere
money, but patriotic power. "

There is not in this nation one human being out of the
insane asylum that has any excuse for failure to buy war
stamps.

Every American, the old, soon to die, children just born
to future opportunity, should own at least the beginning of a
war stamp collection.

Buying war stamps means "THREE CHEERS FOR!
THE UNITED STATES." Cheer for your country. I

War stamps are democratic. If you buy only a dollar's
worth, or twenty-fiv-e cents' worth, and can afford no more,
you have done your duty.

Nobody can afford to buy NONE.

If you knew that war would end tomorrow you would
hurry out to buy some stamps that you might say, if only to
yourself, "I had a finger in it, anyhow."

You own your war stamp and say to yourself, "That
represents a couple of cartridges, or the sharp point of a
bayonet, or the good, hot soup that some American soldier
is eating in a cold, damp trench."

WAR is a great fire that destroys.
If the house next yours, filled with women and children,

were burning, you would be ashamed to say at the end of the
excitement, "I did not carry even one pail of water to help
put it out. I just stood around and looked sympathetic."

The man who does not buy war stamps and TALK war
stamps just stands around and looks sympathetic. War
needs action, not sympathy be ACTIVE.

Buy war stamps today and tomorrow and every day this
week, if you can buy only one each time.

Carry YOUR bucket of water to the fire

There are all kinds of thrift.
Buying a good book witbayour last dollar is thrift.
Burning your furniture To make furnace experiments,

as the great French inventor did, is thrift.
Mortgaging your home or your business to send your

children to school is thrift.
But the greatest of all thrift is that which invests money,

little sums if it must, big if it can, in the dignity, glory, and
success of this nation.

A healthy hand attached to a diseased body is not worth
much.

The nation is the body, the citizens are the hands, the
fingers. j

Cure the body first, uso your money to fight the war.
Make the body well, and all the rest will prosper.

WMSHfpNGiiiNMflEQ FEBRUARY
WASHINGTON

4. 1918

A Young Man After Her Own Heart

Thrift AVeek becins todav. It is for the children as well as the grown-up- s. .Everybody in the iamily should
do his or her share in buying war stamps. The merchants of the city arc keenly active in promoting this week's

sales of the savings stamps and almost any store you visit has them for sale. Buy one today. Buy more to

morrow.

He is in the Trenches But Can't Tell Her So
"
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Washington Street Car
Manners

Hush of Business Seems to Have Relegated Courtesy to the Scrap
Heap.

By EABL GODWIN.
There was onco a time when no man in Washington

would sit in a street car while a woman stood. But that wna
a long time ago. In those dayB we had considerable more
space. A happy inspiration of the Public Utilities Commis-
sion gave us seven theoretical square feet apiece for each pas-
senger, and all went as happy as a marriage bell.

Now comes a crush and a rush, and instead of "Have my
seat, madame," it is ''Devil take the hindmost." Men rush
into cars nnd grab scats and keep them. Unless a woman is
the equal of a man in strength and agility she is quite likely
to stand up nil the way home. In m.any a car you. can coun,t
as many men sitting as there are women standing;7 It re-

minds mc of Germany, whero men elbow women about as if
they were sacks of meaL

. Has Washington fallen into a state of piggish selfish-
ness I Has our famous courtesy proven, to be only tinsel after
all! Or have our manners naturally tarnished through close
association with certain street car lines f If you are a man
on a street car, look up as you reach this point and give your
seat to a woman if there is one standing in the car.

HEARD AND SEEN
TYLER PAGE sava that No. 5 1 "I want to thank mil fnt-- fh.

fire engine house has distinguished article you wrote about ne I dldat
itself again. The boys have built
opposite this famous old structure a
snow lort fifteen feet high, sur-
mounted by the sign:

Here lies the Kaiser.

Two jrirls were walking by the en
gine bouse and read the sign.

"Honest to uawd!" one ox tnem
exclaimed, "I wish the Kaiser was
buried therel"

No. 5 engine house used to be the
Georgetown city Tiall "in the days
when the people of the National
Capital had a vote like other
Americans.

SUPERINTENDENT BAKER of
the Zoo has nlentv of coaL This
will keep the buildings warm for the
rattlesnake, the anaconda, and the
iguana. The United States is look-
ing out for the rattlesnake fairlv
well this winter. Wish the Govern-
ment would look with the same fa-
vor on the entire National Capital
and Keep some of those frequent
promises to deliver coaL Washing-
ton is the main war shop and is
quite as important as the rattle-
snake cage at the Zoo.

SUNSHINE MARY came to see me;
as I told you yesterday.

Here Is what she said; her own
words:

All Mothers Know How To
Wire a Son on Duty

By Winifred Black.
slim little woman in the

THE little dress stood at
the counter of the tele-

graph office In the big hotel.
She had written her telegram

and she was counting the words
and while she counted she, winked
verv fast to keep back the tears.

"What is it 6he writes 1" I
thought. "A message of ill news?
A congratulation?" for I knew,
as eiery onu else knows who has
seen much of the strange mixture
of Joy and Borrow we call living,
that there 3 re Joys that make us
weep and sorrows that make us
smile.

"Ono. two three," she counted,
using her ntncll to potut out the
words, and thn she passed the
telegram over tbo counter.

"How much'- - she said.
The telegraph operator began to

read be got on Tery well until
about the eleventh or twelfth word
and then he stopped, puzzled.

"What's this meant to be?"
growled the operator.

The little woman in the plain
dress threw up her head. She
looked at the telegram her color
rose.

"That word." she said. In a calm,
clear vole, "Is 'darling.'"

The te'egraph operator's face
twisted in n sardonic smile and he
read on. "And this?" he said.

"That," said the little woman,
bravely, "I- -. 'good night. "

"Here's eorae more," said the
telegraph operator with the face
of a patient martyr. "You'll have
to translate this."

The Boy She Raised.
The llttlo woman grew an inch

taller and her lip stopped tremb-
ling. Sha looked the operator
straight In the face, and her eyea
were very large and clear, and to
bright that they were almost
alarming.

"This." Sue said, 'is 'God bless
you."

"Um!" said the tolegraph oper-
ator. "One dollar and seventy-fiv- e,

please."
The llttlo woman threw down a

five-doll- ar bill is lth the air of a
princess distributing largesse, and
turned, and we walked away to-

gether, for 1 knew that I knew her
tbe minute I taw her throw up her
head and ! ok embarrassed, and
proud and happy, and heart-strick- en

ah Bt the same minute
and she tu.d me about tho tele-
gram.

It was written and ent to her
nephew, tha boy In the Klondike- - -

see it, but a lady told me about it
ana gave me lire dollars.

"Then so many other Deorjle siiok
to me about it that I wondered If cs
newspaper people could not get to-
gether "and ilo something for BUND
MARY!

"Who Is sher I askedV
"She Is an old colored woman; who

was born In slate times. She sella
papers at Seventeenth and H streets
when she Is weIlJShe:lsr-tttall- y

blind andsome one.has to lead her to
her place.

"But now she Is sick, and lays
alone all day long in a house In an
alley. Her address Is Number One.
Alexander place, which Is the alley
between Ii and M streets, on Twen
tieth street northwest. Her son
works In the market all day and does
what he can. "but she Is blind" and
slck'and old and lonely."

SUNSHINE MARY came att the
way from Fifteenth and G streets
to lhe Times office, luaaxna her
papers with her to tell me of this
old blindico7xan sick and lonely. Did
I not name. her. rightly. SUN--
SHINE MAHYI And, oh I I nearly
forgot. SUNSHINE MARY has di-
vided the five dollars "the lady gav
her." Divided it with Blind Mary.
What are YOU going to dot

her boy, tin one she loved and had
fairly brought up herself.

A delicate boy he was and fanci-
ful, and she was always so anxious
to do the very best that could be
done for him.

She sent him to school and she
read with him and she talked
things over with him. And when
he went aay to the frozen North
to try to dig a fortune out of tho
snow she cried and cried and
would not be comforted. And. oh,
how she watched for his letters,
and how she teamed them by heart,
and how sLe worried over them,
and now winter had set In, and
she felt that he ought to come
home, but there was his draft num-
berhe must see about" having
that transferred, so she went to
the proper authorities and found
out all about It. and telegraphed
him what to do and how to do It.
and told him to catch the next
boat home.

And she bad an answer and th
answer said

"Draft number not needed. Have
enlisted engineer corps. Sailing
tomorrow o Join battalion at
training camp. Good night."

The telegram ehe sent was an
answer to that, and the boy she
loved had grown over night to a
man and she was afraid for him
and proud of blm and happy and
miserable nd her heart beat so
she could hardly speak. When
the boat comes down shell be at
that wharf to met It If it arrives
at 3 o'clock in the morning, and
she won't take care of her bow
when he 'ards he'll take care of
her.

LItIhk Ills Own Life.
How many such telegrams are

going out of this country by day
message anl by night message,
by day letter and by night letter
right now!

How may women are suddenly
waking up to find that the boy
they've been so worried about Is
perfectly able to take care of
himself, and eager and anxious to
do it!

How man; fathers hae sudden-
ly naked up to the fjet that son Is
living his own life, dreaming his
own dreams and willing, if need
be. to die hie own death without
being helped or advlbed. or en-
couraged or discouraged, even by
his own fo s at home?

The teletuap'i office lias some-
thing a Hit. sacred about It these
da s, it sevi.s to me.

(Cfr.rtah. '?1, v Ntir.er Sor-
rier Ire Great rtcbts Mitrvtd.j


